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Sometimes His Prattle Becomes a Trifle Wearing. 
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THERE 1s a bill under consider- 

HAT ation in the State of New 

* York which, if introduced and 

passed, will make “home work” illegal. It will 
soon be against the law, perhaps, for man, woman, 
or child to take “work” from a factory to the 
rookery known as “home,” and there do it, 
laboring night and day, for next to nothing in 
money. Everywhere, following this same line 
of economic reform, there is a movement afoot 
to prohibit or to minimize child-labor. ‘Those 
behind such activities are actuated by motives 
of humanity. They note the 
conditions under which tene- 
ment work is done, and they 
see how child-labor robs unfor- 
tunate little ones of anything 
like a fair start in life, and they 
seek to remedy matters by pro- 
hibiting two evils: home-work 
inthe tenements and child-labor 
inthe mills. Whatis the answer ? 
Is it conceivable that tenement- 
house workers transform their 
homes into workshops from 
choice? The home instinct is 
alive in the lowest natures. 
The women and the children 
of the tenements work at home 
because the man of the house 
cannot make enough at his out- 
side job to support his family. 
Not in comfort. Not that, of 
course. He cannot make ie 
enough to keep life in them 
and a roof over them. The 
women and children of the 
tenements should not be forced 
to labor, as recent investigations 
all too vividly prove they are; 
but if you take away their right 
to work “at home’’—what a 
travesty on the name ! — what 
rights, what opportunities are 
you going to give them in its 
place? What’s the answer? 
Likewise, in the case of child- 
labor in the canneries, in the 
cotton and woolen mills, in 
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the glass-factories, and elsewhere: only in a 
minority of instances are the children put to 
work because of the avarice of their parents. In 
most instances, as was testified by the workers of 
the highly protected “ American standard of liv- 
ing” town of Lawrence, Massachusetts, it was a 
case of sheer necessity. The parents had no 
choice. Thecradle could not contribute too soon 
to the expenses of the household if the house- 
hold—another travesty on the narne—was to 
be kept from utter want. Prohibit child-labor, 
and do it with the best of intentions and im- 
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pulses, but what are you going to give in its 
place ? What’s the answer ? President 
TaFT, in that smilingly complacent way of his, 
has just issmed a message in which he tells the 
country how prosperous it is. Does he in- 
clude in his list of prosperous people the 
dwellers in the tenements who labor desperately 
for a few pennies daily in order to keep their 
tainted life inthem? Does he include the man 
whose wife-must grow old before her time, and 
whose children must be denied the boasted 
American right of “equal opportunity”? On 

the perpetuation of rotten con- 
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FRE FRIEND OF 


REQUIESCAT IN PACE. 


SHADE OF TOM PLATT.—If I wasn’t dead that would kill me! 





ditions, of «“home-work” in the 
tenements, and of child-labor 
in the factories, the very exist- 
ence of such people depends. 
Are they part of President 
‘Tart’s panorama of prosperity ? 
What’s the answer? Perhaps 
if President Tarr were to be 
asked, he would again make 
use of his frank and famous 
reply: “God knows!” 
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OurTSPOKENNEsS is a_ virtue 
oftentimes. Mayor Gay- 
NOR is outspoken — extremely 
so—on matters which usually 
are not discussed by “nice 
people.” Mayor Gaynor talks 
much and plainly on the subject 
of the social evil. He says it has 
existed since the age of fable, all 
‘| through history down to the 
= ~—s~present’ time,—yet a few per- 
sons condemn him bitterly and 
publicly because he doesn't 
] stop it in New York in a day 
or a month. The Mayor will 
never qualify as a candidate for 
the diplomatic corps, but he 
calls a spade a spade; and in 
these days of hypocrisy and 
obfuscation that is a_ whole 
lot. It helps the average citi- 
zen to distinguish between a 
condition and a theory. 
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*6ella Donna.” 


peep is always sure to be interesting. No matter what she attempts, whether or the second act — well, that scene at least ringstrue. ‘“ Bella Donna" is not a big play, but 
— 


not she is suited to the part, she manages to get over and wake youup. As Afrs, it is interesting It is the kind of a thing with which Pinero could have done wonders 
Chepstow, later Mrs. Armine, in “ Bella Donna,’’ she compels vour attention from the Outside of the star, the best work of the company is done by Robert Whitworth as 
moment she walks into the doctor's office until we see her 1m the last act wandering slowly Baroudt, and A. Romaine Callender as /dbrahim Frank Gillmore does well as Nigel 
off to the desert. She is absolutely artificial, and about as much like a smart Englishwoman iymine. Charles Bryant makes Jr. /saacson a bit too “Sherlock Holmesy."’ The play has 
as the Daughter of Heaven — but she gets there, and when she lets loose with Aaroud? in been given an elaborate scenic mounting and costuming WF. Hill, 
HANDY TO THE CARS. SOME CLASS. 
N choosing a suburban home they took the greatest pains ( — Now thot ye ’ve made yure pile Oi sup- _—— 
To find a house convenient to the trolley and the trains. pose yez will be afther injoyin’ yureself? cZ 
It wasn’t half as difficult as Jones and wife had thought,— Murpny.— Yez bet. Oij’m goin’ ail ; r | 
In fact, the market was well stocked with just the kind they to make thim all sit up and —SF ba 
sought. take notice. Oi’m going back | 
The reasonable prices, too, were noted with surprise, to Oireland in the first cabin av 
In view of which each place they saw seemed of itself a prize. the boat thot Oi came over in 
A dwelling most attractive they at last said “ We will take,” the steerage in, back in 1864. 
Convinced, when soon the deal was closed, that they ‘d made 
no mistake. AMERICAN ROYALTY. 





I waited just about a week, and then I called around 
To see how much they liked it. Herewith is what I found: 
+a 6 “So glad you’ve come, pray do sit down——’’ CLANG-DANG! 
a CLUNG! RATTLE! DING! 

<— Said the ecstatic Jones: “No, we would n't change a thing. 

2 You see, it’s allso quiet——’’ CHOO-CHOO! PUFF! JINGLE! TooT ! —— 

“And those who could n’t like it would indeed be hard to suit. 

We've just to step out of our door——”’ TING! TANG! ZIM! ZANGLE! BONG !—— 
“When either an electric or a steam train comes along. 







E NGLISH VistrorR.— Whata 
haughty beauty! Is she the 
“daughter of a thousand earls”? 
AMERICAN Host.— No; she is the 
daughter of three kings and a pair 
of queens. I saw the poker-game 
that gave her old man his start. 











Not many places have——” SLING! DANGLE! DONGLE! DING! HE KNEW HIS _ BUSINESS. 

“Such chances to get back and forth——’’ CLIM! CLAMMER! BINGLE! JING! H EWITT.— He is considered a most 

“Quite right,’ | answered promptly. “ But tell mé, if you will e resourceful fellow. ae 

TING! TOOTLE! ZINGLE! ZANGLE !—— “is it really nice and still?” ‘ Jewetr.— Right you are. I have THE ARMISTICE 

“ Occasionally it ’s noisy,” the Joneses made reply, known him to pray for rain in order : = sf 

“But only——”’ Zoop! ZuM! Zee! Zip!—— “ when the cars are going by.” to have an excuse for keeping a sen ee oo edhe ing 
Leverett D. G. Bentley borrowed umbrella. cnaie Made Gian Gh be tna 


corn” is a good deal like ice-cream: Ewen her natural sweetness won't save 
her when she gets “all het up.” 
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y Fie night the ol’ hoss got cast in his stall; 


Got down an’ cast for fair, wedged in so tight 


He could n’t wiggle hand nor foot; his plight 
None of us would have known about at all 
Except he sent to pa a signal call. 

Pa went out to look at the sky ’bout nine. 


An’ the ol’ hoss heard an’ give a mournful whine, 


An’ pa found him rolled up just like a ball. 
He grabbed the axe to knock a board away; 


The hoss, we reckoned, thought ’t was meant for him— 
He jumped straight up and give a frightened “ neigh,’’ 


An’ stood there tremblin’-like in ev’ry limb. 


*“Confound your skin!” says pa, gettin’ a cuss-word in, 


“I’ve ha’f a mind to knock you down ag’in!”’ 


Joe Cone. 
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BAFFLED. 


was sick of it, and would stand 

off the subscription solicitor 

when he came again. I had 
time to perfect the manner in 
which I proposed to refuse him. 
I waited for him to come again and 
ask me. I was glad of the chance to knock 
him out. He came. 

“Good morning!” he said. 

“Good morning!” I said. 

“1 have come to renew your subscription.” 

“Not going to renew it.” 

“Not? Why?” 

“Don’t like it. Not going to take it 
any more.” 

“What is it you don’t like about it?” 

« Don’t like anything about it. Don’t like 
the kind of paper it’s printed on, don’t like 
the pictures, don’t like the reading-matter.” 

“\Vell,” said the agent, “that’s lucky. 
We ’ve just sold out all the old plant, and it 
is going to be a new paper throughout — 
everything on an entirely different basis.” 

I subscribed again. My objections had 
been knocked out. But I had a whole year 
to think up something that would bamfoozle 
him next year. Before the three hundred 
and sixty-five davs were over I had one for 
him that he could n’t get around. 





MADE up my mind that I would not 
subscribe to the Bulletin again. | 


NATURE SONNET. 
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He came and I sprung it on him relentlessly. 
I had no money. 
“Oh, that’s all right!” said the agent easily. 








“HE LOVES ME, HE LOVES ME NOT.” 


ld friends are undoubtedly best, because they are likely to die any time and 
leave us something. 
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“We'll send the paper just the same, and you 
can pay us when you get the money.” 


I could think of no other obstacle on the 
spur of the moment, so I subscribed again. 
I had a year to think up another excuse. 

When he came the next time I told him 
that the editor was a personal enemy of mine. 
We’d had a falling out and I would never 
take his paper again. 

“That ’s all right,” said the subscription 
shark cheerily. ‘That editor was a rascal! 
We've just fired him and put in a new one.” 

I could find no possible objection to the 
new editor, and took the paper again. The 
next time he came I told him that I could 
no longer read. 

“Ah!” he said delightedly. “Then we 
have the very thing for you! We have done 
away with reading-matter almost entirely in 
favor of pictures. We are going to tell every 
news story in photographs, comic illustrations, 
and cartoons. You can keep up with the 
times by simply looking at our pictures!” 

Next year I intend to tell him I’m blind! 

Hamilton Pope Galt. 


IN ANY TOWN. 


ISITOR.— Is there anything new in town? 

Native.—No. Just the annual rumor 

that Scott’s Corners is to take St. Louis’s 
place in the American League next year. 
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DUNNO iv a Sight moreallurin’ an’ grand 
Than an owld Irish dame at a new apple-stand. 

And that ’s why I find always so much to admire 
In the bright, wrinkled faytures iv Mrs. Maguire. 
For a good forty year, from the dawn till the dark, 
She has sat in that corner iv Batthery Park. 
But this marnin’ | noticed a tear in her eve,— 
When I axed her the raison, she made this reply : 


“Och, thim Greeks an’ Eyetalians 
And other rapscallions 

Of furrin’ charack-ther so shady ! 
But, be that as it may, 
Sure, they ’re shtalin’ away 

All the thrade from a rale Irish lady.” 


Sure, ’t was so, for 1 looked around Batthery Place, 

And I saw mighty few iv me own native race. 

’T was the divil’s own sthronghold— it bate all his arts, 

Wid them furriners pushin’ their ugly handcarts. 

They wor thrundlin’ their fruit alongside the say-wall, 

An’ I gintly inquired: “Is there no help at all?” 

Her owld face brightened up an’ she winked her left eye: 

“ Niver moind,” she said, “ darlin’, there ’s help always nigh — 


Och, thim Poles an’ Hungarians 
An’ other barbarians— 
Jist lave thim to Officer Brady ! 
’T is himself that Il see 
That the shpalpeens won't be 
In the way of a rale Irish lady.” 


The Maguires iv Fermanagh wor thrue Irish kings, 

Wid their brave deeds in war the owld counthry still rings. 
Do yez wondher this woman, all here by her lone 

At the apple-stand, looks like a quane on her throne? 

She ’s got also the most captivatin’est char-rm 

Wid a shtockin’ iv money as long as yer ar-rm. 

An’ don’t think for a moment she’s not up-to-date ; 

For, says. she: ‘1 own lashin’s of foine rale-estate— 


But this thrade’s not inspirin’, 
Ill soon be raytirin’ 

To a nate country home nice an’ shady, 
Where, wid pleasure galore 
An’ me fri’nds to the fore, 

Sure, I ‘ll live like a rale Irish lady.” 


ple-Woman 


1 a 


~v 


—- 


lbyy Fuge me Geary 




















































nN \. 


\ LS SS —~ 
. ~~ > 































3 iis. . 
task. 


 geme 
\ 


We 















































WHY JONAH LEFT THE WHALE. 
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** Pretty comfy in here! ”’ ‘*What’s that? Five dollars!’ 


Why, that’s robbery!” ‘‘Forty-two? Ill not stand it!’ 


‘Seventeen ? 


Her father remained silent for a few 





SUCH A MEMORY! 


APA MontacGue laid aside 
his evening paper and 
took his cigar from his 
lips when Miss Audrey 

Montague, his seventeen-year-old 
daughter, swept into the room, 
charming in a gown and hat fresh 
from the maker. 

“What do you think of the new 
rags, popsy ?” asked Audrey, parad- 
ing up and down before him and 
performing various contortions, so 
that no detail of the ensemble 
would be lost. 

“Pretty fine,” commented Mr. 
Montague, with paternal pride, 
although a thought of the bill soon to reach him flashed through his 
mind. Being the father of a Twentieth Century American Daughter, 
he was used to the gaff. : 

“Aren't these side-splits in the skirt stunning?” demanded 
Audrey, pirouetting to reveal the ifinovation. ‘You don’t mind my 
wearing the skirt that way, do you, papa? It’s so common now that 
it’s no longer considered daring.” 

‘It seems all right,” agreed Papa Montague, after a cursory down- 
“The fact is, the whole outfit is attractive—girl and all. 


” 





ward glance. 
If 1 were a young fellow 

“Oh, you dear old daddy!” exclaimed his daughter impulsively, 
dropping into his lap and slipping both arms around his neck, while she 
bestowed a kiss on each cheek. ‘Then she disengaged herself and stood 
before him at the proper distance to give the best effect to her subse- 
quent emotions. “It only needs one thing to make it complete” —this 
with a plaintive note. 

“And what is that?” Mr. Montague’s inquiry betrayed alarm. 

“A new cloak to match. You see, papa, I couldn’t go out in 
winter without a cloak, and if I wear my old one I might as well not 
have the new gown.” Her father straightened sternly in his chair. 

“So that’s it,eh? Nowsee here, young lady — 
this is the third dress and the second hat 
you ‘ve had since summer, if my data con- 
cerning millinery bills are correct. And 
I am going to announce right now, in 
words of one syllabie, easily understood, 
that they are the last new garments you 
will get this year!” 

“You ’re always thinking about a few 
paltry dollars when it’s a question of 
something I simply can’t get along with- 

out,” Miss Montague protested, in a 

whimpering tone. “If it were extrava- 

gance on my part I would n't mind a 

bit, but I should think you could see 
that I MUST have a cloak to match. 
You don’t seem to want me to look as well 
dressed as other girls.” 

“Never mind the theatricals,” com- 
manded Papa Montague, inexorably. ‘This 
is one time you are not going to have 
your ‘own way.” 

Overcome by her sense of injustice, 
Audrey threw herself into a chair at the 
table and bowed her head upon her arms. 
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MEETING HIM. 


MAGISTRATE — Don't 
know that such men as you 
are a menace to society ? 

CULPRIT. — Well, I s'pose 
it's us that’s responsible for 


you 


so many lawvers and judges! 








this would be a sorry world, 





‘*GOOD-NIGHT!” 


moments, but symptomatic twinges 
in the region of the conscience be- 
gan to disturb him. Audrey exe- 
cuted a convulsion of the shoulders 
suggestive of a sob, and a sharper 
twinge caused him to give a nervous 
start. He was beginning to con- 
sider some sort of a compromise 
when Audrey sprang from the chair, 
her face suddenly radiant. 

“T’ve an idea, daddy! Christmas 
is only a month off, and you always 





have such a time selecting my 
present. Suppose you give me the 
cloak now for a Christmas gift 


Would n't that be fine all round ?” 
“That isn’t such a bad sugges- 
tion,” admitted Papa Montague, with an air of relief.“ But are you sure 
youd stand by the bargain and not feel slighted when Christmas arrives?” 

“Why, the idea! Of course I would!” 

“Then it’s a go! You can order the cloak to-morrow—but see 
that your mother goes along to do the pricing.” 

Miss Audrey ignored the precautious after-thought 
in her father’s acquiescence. 

“You ’re just the dearest old pop!” she exclaimed, 
rapturously. ‘And really I ought to have an ostrich 
feather for this hat. See.” She removed the dainty 
creation. “If I only had a plume to drape around the 


front and side, instead of this snide ribbon, would n't 
NE 
ZS 


it be swell? You'll throw in the feather as part of 
the Christmas present, won’t you, papa?” 

“Yes, get the feather,” said Mr. Monta- 
gue, resignedly, and again Audrey threw her- igs 
self into his lap and told him between kisses 2M , 
that she wouldn't trade him for all the other g 
popsies in the world. 

And, indeed, as Christmas neared, he 
felt quite pleased with the situation. It was 
a relief to enter into the annual saturnalia 
of shopping with one important member of 
his family excluded from the problem of gift 
selection. But when the day before Christ- 
mas waned, and he had made the last 
scheduled purchase, there came the sudden 
consciousness that something was amiss. 

“Tt wouldn’t be right,” he told himself. 
“Of course, the little girl expects absolutely 
nothing—all the more reason why I should surprise 
However, it must not be costly. 











A box of candy 


her with some trifle. 
and a glove order—excellent!” 
Mr. Montague retired on Christmas Eve well pleased with his 
entire solution of the annual riddle. Early the next morning he was 
awakened by a hubbub in the dining-room 
“Mamma,” Audrey was crying, “ where is my present from popsy ?” 
“That box of candy and the glove order are from your father. 
Didn’t you read the card?” her mother replied. 
“Candy and a glove order! Is that all he is going to give me?” 
* Audrey Montague, you ungrateful child! Did you not agree a 
month ago to accept a cloak and an ostrich feather as your Christmas 
gift from vour father?” 
“And he remembered that!” Audrey’s tone expressed infinite 


disgust and injury. “Why, the old tight-wad!” ett Din 


Oo” is mighty, but if a goodly share of it were not choked into silence 
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The Cynic’s Christmas Stocking. 
? 
One 
pair of 
Slippers 
much too big; 
A bright green 
necktie, far from 
trig; A smoking coat 
Size thirty-four (My size 
is forty, maybe more). 
Cigars of cabbage and 
of rope, that do not 
hold a ray of hope; 
A book I hate with 
all my heart; a pipe 
from which I’d gladly 
part; A rack for 
same of grotesque 
Style; (All things of 
burnt wood I revile!) 
A necktie case of padded 
silk; And other things. of 
kindred ilk. I wonder why, when 
Santa shifts about these useless 
Christmas gifts, he always gives 
the things to me with which | 
never can agree. And gives 
the things I ’d like to 
own, to everybody 
else in town? 
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Harvev Peake. 





Or the floor of the Exchange an excited mob of 
brokers surged around the post where loans 
are made. Fifteen, eighteen, finally twenty per 
cent., was bid for over-night accommodation. At 
these figures not a great deal of 
money was put out, but whatever 
there was offered was eagerly taken. 
In the midst of the excitement a representative 
of one of the big banks appeared and offered 
half-a-million dollars in hundred-thousand-dollar 
lots at six per cent. The money 
lasted about as long as a pail of 
water thrown on the roof of a burn- 
ing house, and had just about as 
much effect. But the bank’s pur- 
pose was accomplished—it had vindi- 
cated its boast that it never, under 
any circumstances, charged its cus- 
tomers more than six per cent. 

A week later, when the flurry had 
subsided and money was loaning 
around four per cent., the president 
called the cashier into his private 
office. ‘*‘ How much did we lend out 
that afternoon money went to twenty 
der cent.?’’ he asked. 

‘‘Half-a-million,’’ the cashier re- 
plied. 

‘* And our total loans were? Let’s 
see ——"’ 

‘*Almost a hundred 
prompted the cashier. 

‘‘Well, then,’’ — the president 
leaned back thoughtfully in his 
chair,’’-—tell you what you do: Mark 
up all the money we’ve got out at 
four per cent. to four-and-a-quarter. 


The Good 
Samaritan. 
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THE HOME. 


BABY (¢0 himse/f).—1 had an idea those toys were intended for me/ 


‘‘He knows what he’s doing, the sly eld fox,’’ 
the cashier muttered to himself, as he walked out. 
‘*On that half-million we lost a chance to make an 
extra hundred or so. This extra quarter of one 
per cent. we’re going to get away with means fifty 
or a hundred times that amount!” ‘ 


¥ 


MONG the customers of about every brokerage 
house there is a man who is all the time hav- 
ing wonderful things happen to him, and which he 
regularly recounts to the idlers sitting in front of 
ini: teaaae the board. In Blank’s office Thomp- 
the Board sonistheman. And on this particu- 
lar morning he had a good one. The 
cynical young member of the firm who presides over 
the customers’ room, and who never believes 
Thompson's stories, caught his eye when he be- 
gan, but Thompson didn’t care. Before he had 
his coat on the old tree and his rubbers off he was 
teliing them all about it. 

‘Yes, sir,’”? he was saying, ‘“‘I put on my last- 
year’s coat, and there in one of the pockets was a 
roll of bills re 

‘*Why, Thompson,”’ the cvnic broke in, ‘‘ how 
dreadfully you must have felt !”’ 

‘*Dreadfully? At finding a roll of bills I had 
forgotten all about? ”’ 





‘Oh, well,’’—the broker edged a little further 
away, — ‘‘I’m assuming, of course, that they 
were n’t paid !”’ 


HE paying-teller of one of the big banks down- 
town says that on a certain day last October, 
while the fleet was lying in the river, a jolly tar, 
arm-in-arm with his friend John Barleycorn, came 
rolling up to the window. 
‘*How’s business, mate?’’ began 
the seaman, sprawling both arms on 


Told by the 
Teller. 


the glass ledge. 

‘‘Fair,’’ replied the paying-teller indulgently. 
‘‘Only fair. But we hope it will pick up before 
long. By the way, what can I do for you?” 

‘* Well, you see it’s like this,’’ said the tar, pulling 
out acheck forthirty dollars, made payable to bearer. 
‘*Here’s a check as calls for a lot o’ money. But I 
ain't goin’ to be hard on vou if business ain’t good. 
No, sir! That’s not my style. You just give me 
ten dollars down and send me the other twenty some 


) 


time when things are looking up! 
a 


HE Farmers’ Loan and Trust Co., in common 
with many of the big down-town banks, serves 
luncheon to its employees at its own expense, in 
preference to having them go out for 
it. The officers have a 

His One 











They won’t kick at that. Especia]ly.”’ 
and here he gave something like a 
wink, ‘‘ when they come to think that 
never, however high the money-rates 
may be, do we charge over six per cent.”’ 


AN OPTICAL ILLUSION. 
Moxk.— Ii, Bill! 


Come an’ see the transparent horse! 


table of their own, but 
the food is just the same. 
‘‘T wonder why it is,’’ one of the 
junior members of the executive staff 
remarked the other dav, ‘‘that the 
employees of this company eat so 
much more than the officers. Ever 
noticed that they do, Sam?” 
‘“*Yessah. Always do, sah.’’ 
‘*How do you make it out, Sam? 
What ’s the reason?”’ 
‘‘Dunno, sah — ’cept p’raps ’cause 
there’smoreof'’em!’’ = Franklin. 


Pd 


BEHINDHAND. 


— Ezra.— You don’t seem 
to take to Eph Hoskins’s 
cousin that’s visiting here. 

Uncie Epen.— Nope. He’s 
too old-fashioned. He won’t fight 
about anything up-to-date. He 
wants to argue about Andy John- 

son’s impeachment, and I want to 
arcue the Tilden-Haves scrap. 


Best Guess 


I is a good axiom to never seek legal advice unless you can afford to lose that 
for which you are suing. 
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THE WATER OF TRUTH. 


HE honeymoon was nearly over, and they were standing on 
the platform waiting for the train, when a gypsy pressed 
forward in the throng. The sly old woman, sizing them 
up for a pair of ‘“newly-weds,” covertly drew a vial of 
crystal pure liquid from her pocket. 

“Won't you please buy, sir?” she whispered. “Buy 
the water of truth. So long as man and wife love one 

1 another as on the wedding-day, it will remain clear and 
pure as the mountain spring; but let either one break faith 
with the other, and it will turn black as night.” 

Laughing and joking the while, they bought the vial, and on 

their return placed it on the buffet in the dining-room. 

There it rested in comparative oblivion. 
cloud had darkened the clear sky of marital bliss. 

So, when the old family physician gave orders that Frau Sophie must go away 
for several weeks to take the baths, her loving spouse received the tidings with 
deep regret, seeing that his business affairs compelled him to remain in the city. 

The night before her return he was sitting in the dining-room with his best 
friend, whom he had invited to stay with him. 

Naturally the conversation drifted to the subject of his wife’s home-coming. 
While talking, his glance happened to light on the long-forgotten vial, and, 
being in a reminiscent mood, Otto described for his friend’s benefit the incident 
at the railroad station. “It goes without saying,” he laughingly remarked, on 
concluding his tale, “that the story was made out of whole cloth, and that the 
sly old woman worked her swindle at a good profit.” 

‘‘There can be no doubt about that,” assented his friend. 

They took the vial up and shook it violently. “ Pure water,” said the latter. 

“My, but we could have a lot of fun with this,” suddenly broke in Otto. 
“You know I have never done anything to reproach myself with; but I would 
like to put up a game on Sophie. So, just to tease her, Jet’s pour out the water 
and fill it up with ink.” 

The change accomplished, both men laughed heartily to think of the 
teasing that awaited the wife on her return. 

She was welcomed by both of them at the railroad station the next after- 
noon, and escorted to her home. Just as they got in the dining-room, Frau 
Sophie suddenly said: ‘Oh, gentlemen, won't you please wait for me a moment 
in the writing-room while I stay here and fix a trifling matter on my dress?” 

Permission was soon given to re-enter. Involuntarily the husband’s first 
glance fell on the vial. His friend’s eyes followed. There, sparkling in the 
sunlight in a thousand rays, was a mirror-like liquid as clear as crystal! — 
Translated for Puck from Fliegende Blitter. 
































THE GOOD NEWS. 


The cinemetograph 


‘* We will eat you to-morrow morning! 
has just arrived! ’—Ze Sourire. 





“] SUPPOSE you are proud of your wife’s literary success?” said the intimate 


friend. 

“Ves,” said Stubbs. “Only I wish she would n’t insist on making the hero 
of every novel a tall, athletic young man, with wavy hair and piercing blue 
eves. Anybody can see that I am short, fat, bald, and compelled to wear 


Specs.” — The Pathfinder. 


The years rolled by, and not a 








OUT OF BONDAGE. 


“Get this—you men who smoke pipes and suffer 
with burnt tongues: Switch on to the right track for real 
joy—via Prince Albert, the one best bet ever put across 


in any language! 


“Here’s tobacco that won’t burn your tongue, be- 
cause the sting’s been cut out by a patented process 
Just leaves the sweet, fresh, cool smoke to give you 
genuine pipe happiness. 

“To any man who thinks he can’t smoke a pipe, I 
say he can, and he will, if he smokes Prince Albert. 
It’s a tip that’s gone all over the nation. Buy it every- 
where in the toppy 5c bags and 10c tidy red tins.” 











HiLpa’s BROTHERS. 


Not long since a gentleman was passing through a certain town in which 
his only child, an attractive girl well advanced in her teens, was finishing her 
education. Having a little time on his hands, he decided to have some con- 
versation with the principal of the school. He was received with great 
cordiality, and his daughter's attainments were duly described, says Mew Fun. 

“I think,” said the lady principal to the proud parent, just as he was about 
to take his departure, “that you ought to be very happy, my dear sir, to be the 
father of such a large family, all the members of which appear to be perfectly 
devoted to one another. I think it is most charming that it should be so.” 

“Large family! Devoted to one another!” gasped the visitor, in undis- 
guised amazement. What can you possibly mean, madam?” 

“Oh, but I am sure they are devoted to one another,” responded the 
principal, beaming through her glasses. ‘Why, no less than seven of Hilda’s 
brothers have been here during the term to take her out. and she tells me she 
expects the tall one with the dark-blue eyes again to-morrow.” 


REGRETTED IT LATER. 


Little Jack, aged five, had accompanied his mother on a trip to the city, 
says Harper's Bazar. 

When the conductor came around to collect the fares he asked the 
usual question: “How old is the boy?” 

After being informed the correct age, which did not require a fare, the 
conductor passed on to the next person. 

The lad sat quite still, apparently pondering over something; then, 
concluding that full information had not been given, he called loudly to the 
conductor at the other end of the car: 

“And mother’s thirty-five!” 








A PsYCHOLOGICAL PARADOX. 
A dack’s a stupid, waddling thing, 
And awkward as can be. 
‘The bright hen moves with easy grace 
And stately dignity. 


The aging of a cocktail is as 
necessary to perfect flavor 
as the aging of wine or whisky. 


The delicious flavor and aroma of 


Club Cocktails 


is due not alone to the precise 
blending of the choicest liquors 
obtainable, but to the fact that 
they are softened to mellowness 
by aging before bottling. | 

Manhattan, Martini and other | 


standard blends, bottled, ready 
to serve through cracked ice. 


Refuse Substitutes. 
AT ALL DEALERS. 


Yet, should you to your sweetheart say, 
‘To praise her: ‘‘ You’re a hen,” 

With deepest scorn she’d vow that you 
‘Lhe rudest were of men. 


But note her blushes rise; her face, 
By sweet confusion struck, 
Joy beaming, should you to her say: 
‘*You surely are a duck!” 
— The Sun. 





CIRCUMLOCUTION. 


misunderstood my order. 
a glass of milk and a glass of water. 


boy forget the water? 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Props. 


Liitter. 


A TIP is a small sum of money you 
give to somebody because you ’re 
afraid he won't like not being paid for 
something you haven’t asked him to 
do.— Zhe Bailie. 








by sending a barre! containing 


Too TRUE. 10 dozen bottles of 





** You certainly have & trim little waist,” 
I said, as she put on her hat. 
But she turned me aside and quickly replied: 
‘*You’re right—there’s no getting ’round 
that.” —Princeton Tiger. 


HarpD ON WAGNER. 


“Which do you consider the most 
melodious Wagnerian opera?” asked 
Mrs. Cumrox. 

‘There are several I have n’t heard, 

? ” hd 4 
are n’t there?” rejoined her husband. 

“Yes.” 

“Then I guess it’s one of them.”— 
Washington Star. 
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than by more and 
is by 9 
ciation by pleasure given. 
substantial Good 





town, or hamlet. 





BOOKS FOR HOLIDAY GIFTS 
J.B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY ?riscsvsis 


The ** Gifliest’’ of all Gift-Books 


The Harbor of Love 


By RALPH HENRY BARBOUR 
Author of ‘The Golden Heart,” ‘Kitty of the Roses.” 


This handsome gift-book is unquestionably one of Mr. Bar- 
bour’s most delightful stories. The scenes are laid in and about 
the water, and the ‘Harbor of Love” is reached only after 
many pleasant surprises. Illustrated in Color. Beautiful 

decorated. Small quarto. In abox. $1.50 net. Postpaid, $1.65. 


The Lady Doc 


By CAROLINE LOCKHART, Author of ‘ME—SMITH.” 
The Big Western Novel of 1912. 


“The humor is at times irresistible.” —Philadelphia Press. 


“A compelling story—one so absorbing that hours slip by un- 
noticed until the end is reached.""—Chicago Tribune. 


Illustrated. 12mo. Cloth, $1.25 net. Postpaid, $1.37. 

















The 1912 Travel Book of Adventure 


The Flowing Road 


Adventures on the Great Rivers of South America 


By CASPAR WHITNEY. Mr. Whitney’s expedition to reach the unknown land at the head 
of the Orinoco river through the unfriendly Indians, and almost impassable natural bar- 
riers, with only one treacherous native companion, is a chapter of travel adventure which 
has rarely been equaled. He also tells of his five overland and river expeditions into the 
heart of South America. 4 insertsand maps. vo. Cloth, $3.00net. Postpaid, , 


Joseph Pennell’s Pictures of the Panama Canal 


A set of the original lithographs costs about: $490.00. The entire twenty-eight are repro- 
duced in this volume, together with Mr. Pennell'’s experiences and impressions. 


printed on dull-finished paper, and artistically 8vo. $1.25net. Postpaid, $1.40. 


Literary Hearth-Stones of Dixie 


By MRS. LA SALLE CORBELL PICKETT, A collection of Mrs. Pickett's charming talks 
on great Southern writers such as Poe, Lanier, Timrod, Hayne, ‘‘ Uncle Remus,” and others, 
16 illustrations. 12mo, Cloth, $1.50 net. Postpaid, $1.65. 














Lapy (to innkeeper’s wife).—You 
1 asked for 


| INNKEEPER’S WiFe.—Oh! Did the 


Lapy.—Not at all,—but I wanted to 
have it in a separate glass. —/Viegende 


| 
| 





HUNTER 
BALTIMORE RYE. 


THE RICHEST PRODUCT OF THE BEST 
OF MARYLAND'S FAMOUS DISTILLERIES. 
GUARANTEED BY THE PROPRIETORS UN- 
DER THE NATIONAL PURE FOOD LAW 


AN ABSOLUTELY PURE RYE WHISKEY 





Sold at all first-class cafés and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 
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| 
More Good Gan be Done 


vans 





satisfaction and appre-| 
Conveys the 

Cheer to friends in city, 
| 


| Never too late to cull, write, telephone or telegraph nearest dealer. 
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Shanahan’ Old S hebeen; 


Oo”, 
“THE MORNIN'S MORNIN.” 


By Gerald Brenan. 


N response to the many requests from our readers for copies of this famous poem, which 
appeared in PUCK several years ago, we have issued it as a Booklet, in large, readable 
type, with the original illustrations, at 


TEN CENTS PER COPY 
Admirers of ‘‘Shanahan’s Old Shebeen’’ will appreciate the opportunity to secure 
- copies in handy pocket form. For sale by all booksellers and news- 
dealers, or mailed postpaid on receipt of price. Address 


PUCK 295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 

















Christmas Dinners 





Goss!Ps. 


Said Mrs. Kent to Mrs. Bent: 
‘*There’s Mrs. Bride; I hear that she 
IIas said she ’ll never be content 
Until she’s in society.” 


Said Mrs. Bent to Mrs. Dent: 
‘*That Mrs. Bride! They say that she 
With her own home is not content. | 
She isn’t all she’d like to be.”’ 


POOR 
PEOPLE 








Said Mrs. Dent to Mrs. Spread: Will be 
‘*You know that Mrs. Bride? Well, she supplied by 
Is very seldom home. ’T is said The — 
She is n't all she ought to be.” Salvation Army 
Said Mrs. Spread to Mrs. Prv: ‘Throughout the 
‘*You know that Mrs. Bride, my dear. nan won 
Such tales I’ve heard of her. Oh my!” Wil zen betty 
(And here she whispered in her ear. ) donation, no 
| matter how small 
And so it went. But Mrs. Kent | TOCOMMANDER 
Discovered very soon that she | MISS BOOTH 


(That’s Mrs. Bride) had merely meant 
To join a church society. 
—Evening Sun, / 


118 W. 14th St., New York City 
Western States, Comm. Estill, 669 S. State St., Chicag® 
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hips of Sunshine 


Because they take you over smiling 
seas to the lands of sunshine and cheery skies, 
known the world over as the “American Medi- 
terranean,” including Porto Rico, Bahamas, Cuba, 
Mexico, Florida, Texas and Santo Domingo. You 
can choose no better route than these splendid big 
steamers of the AGWI Lines. 


Write us today and let us plan your trip. Address: 


Clyde Line 2AniPst0Nadjack: Porto Rico Line fersioSunky 
SONVILLE with connections for all leading for SAN JUAN direct. Send for booklet and in- 
Southern resorts. ‘“The best way South.” formation about sailings, rates, etc. 

From Pier 36, North River, New York. General Offices: 11 Broadway, New Y ork. 


© To TEXAS, all points * | To BAHAMAS (NASSAU) 

Mallory Line 22,,7©%45.,*" poise Ward Line panne wo ISLE OF 

Coast; GALVESTON. KEY. WEST. PINES, CUBA, MEXICO and YUCATAN, 
TAMPA, ST. PETERSBURG, MOBILE: with oad ¢ 


ctions to all i t interior cities, 
From Pier 45, North River, New York. 





General Offices: Pier 14, East River, N.Y. 


DISTRICT PASSENGER OFFICES 
BOSTON—192 Washington Street CHICAGO—444 Com. Nat. Bank Bldg. 
PHILADELPHIA—701 Chestnut Street NEW YORK—290 Broadway 
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O.p Lapy.—My husband is very liable to attacks of sea-sickness. 
Perhaps you could tell him what is the best thing to do? 
Caprain.—There ain’t no need to tell ’im, mum—’e’ll do it! 
—London Opinion. 


Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that Ab- 
bott’s Bitters be used in making it; insures your getting 
the very best. ©. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 























Walk, —— You, Walk! 


‘THIS is the poem 
that you read in 
PUCK years ago and 
have been looking for 
ever since. We have 
now issued 


“WALK, 
—— YOU, 
WALK!” 


as a Booklet, in large, 
readable type, with the 
original illustrations, at 


Ten Cents per Copy. 














Admirers of this famous poem will appreciate the opportunity to secure copies in handy pocket form. 
For sale by all booksellers and newsdealers, or mailed postpaid on receipt of price. Address 


PUCK, : 295-309 Lafayette Street, =: New York 
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BROOK 


that it is the very best and 
purest that money and 
skill can produce—a whiskey 
Sctentifically distilled and 
carefully ~ et for the express 
purpose of being used as a 
healthful stimulant in the home. 


SUNNY BROOK 
The PURE FOOD Whiskey 


is distilled, aged and bottled 
in bond under the direct super- 
vision of U. S. Government In- 
spectors, and the Green Govern- 














Ask any good doctor 
what he thinks of the 
judicious use of pure, old 
whiskey, and he will tell 
you that it is the best 
sort of a tonic and in- 
vigorator. But you must 
choose the right kind with —n 
care—a poor whiskey will Oe ~~ 
do more harm than a SB) 
good whiskey can do pasate 
good. When you buy on 


UNNY Brook 



















































SUNNY BROOK WHISKEY ment Stamp that seals each 
The PURE FOOD Whiskey |woe_Wilii).80 cr] 9 Dottle guarantees that the con- 
<—_——* tents are genuine, straight. 






—you have the guarantee 
of the /argest distillers of 
Jjine whiskey in the world 


natural whiskey, properly ma- 
tured. and full U. S Standard 


(100%, ) proof. 
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Take PUCK and Laugh ! 


Start the 
New Year 
Right! 


SUBSCRIBE FOR 


row 








The Foremost and Most Widely Quoted Humorous Weekly 


As a Home Paper PUCK will please you 





It is attractive pictorially, because its artifis are among the bed. 

It is funny, but neither vulgar nor suggestive. 

It is of serious interest, because its cartoons form a political history of the times. 

It is not a juvenile publication, but it is better for children than the comic 
supplements of the Sunday newspapers. 


Published Every Wednesday. 


AA4.4 


10c. per Copy. $5.00 Yearly. 


If your newsdealer doesn’t handle 
PUCK, ask him to order 
it for you. 


PUCK, New York 


; Enclosed find ten cents for which send 
| me a liberal package of sample copies of 


Tell Your Newsdealer | Puck 


Oro 


NEXT WEEK. 
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ON THE TRAIL WITH THE POLICE-DOG. 


AND OFFICER KEEGAN NEVER FOUND OUT WHAT SCARED HIM SO. 
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Vv. Vi. 
“This may be a tough district after all, but I don’t see nothin’.” “I’m beginnin’ to feel shaky meself!” 




















H°” much more detestable a fault appears when we can trace it to some one 
whose position in life we envy. 
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ad CUI. SA 
Geo.W® Hoffman Co. Indianapolis. Ind, 


THE ‘EMBLEM OF LUCK. 














**Ah, a four-leaf clover! 


” 


Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott's Bitters is made 
more delightful and healthful. Sample of bitters by mail, 
4 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


ATROCITIES. 
Binks.—I hope this Balkan war 
will cut out those ‘Turkish atrocities. 
Jinks.— Ditto here. I never could 
smoke the blamed things.—Wezw York 
American. 





SHORT SIXES; 


Stories to be Read while 
the Candle Burns, % % 


. 
1s 


By H. C. BUNNER, late Editor of Puck. 
ILLUSTRATED. 


Address 
PUCK, N. Y. 


Per Volume. 


Pr 
Cloth, $1.00 we 
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DandaLeather Key-Purse 


With Your Name Embossed in Gold 
By Mail, Prepaid, For 25c 
it's convenient, preveuts keys from rusting, 
saves the clothing and is a neat case for the 
pocket. Made of strong leather with key ring 
and your name handsomely embossed in gold 
letters on the cuse Write 
about other leather goods novelties. An ideal 
» Christmas gift to a friend AGENTS WANTED 


DANDA PK. MFG. CO., 82 John St., New York 







Must Buy ANoTHER Now. 
They have gota little baby 
Very sweet and very huggv, 
And they will not give away 
Another baby buggy. 
—Hlouston Post 


In a Pinch, use ALLEN’S FOOT-EASE, 


The antiseptic powder for Tired, Tender, Smarting feet, 
25c. Sample FREE. Address, A. 8. Olmsted, Le Roy, N.Y. 


A PAINFUL SITUATION. 

“ My friends,” declaimed an orator 
in the Congress Hotel during the 
Republican Convention, “my friends, 
I say to you that this great Republic 
of ours is standing right now on the 
brink of — Saturday 
Evening 


an abscess!” 


vst. 














Il. 
** As the old folk stories have it, 
something pleasant——” 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles. 


Ir is always tag-day with the ulti- 
mate consumer.—Chicago News. 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


6 Bleecker Street ye 
20 Beekman Street, § 


32. 34 and 
BRANCH WARKHOUS? 
All kinds of Paper made te order. 





Puck Proofs 


Copyright 1910 by Kenpler & Schwarzgmann 





TIME, THREE A.M. 


Photogravure in Sepia, 11 x 8 in. 








ASLEEP AT LAST. 


This is but one example of the PUCK PROOFS. Send ten 
Gs. for Fifty-page Catalogue of Reproductions in Miniature. 


PHOTOGRAVURES 
FROM 


Puck 








By Angus MacDonail. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


Address PUCK, New York 
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for information | 


| 





Knew -Hi. 

BreLtie.—Who is the box of candy 
from ? 

3EULAH.—I don’t know. 
no card accompanying it. 

3ELLE.—I ll bet it’s 
He's so forgetful. 

BeuLau.—Yes, but Billy would n’t 
only forget to send a card; he’s the 
kind of a man who would forget to 
send the candy.— )onkers Statesman. | 


There ’s 


from Billy. 








Puck Proofs 


Photogravures from 


PUCK 


Copyright 1905 by Keppler & “chwarrmann 








THE BACHELOR'S 
LAST CHRISTMAS EVE. 


“O' Nel.” 


1fter 
Photogravure in Sepia, 19 x 14 in. 


PRICE ONE DOLLAR 


This is but one example of the PUCK 
PROOFS. Send Ten Cents for 
Fifty-page Catalogue of Re- 
productions in Miniature 


A ddress 
295-309 Lafayette Street 


PUCK 
New York 
























**Same for 100 R 
oom” ye 
Aged in charred 


wood, bottled in bond. 

Rare i 
ite bouquet. The aristo- 
crat of whiskies. 




















Ill 
‘——is going to happen to me!” 
— Flies 


nie Blétter. 





J. B. LIPPINCOTT COMPANY’S 
HOLIDAY BOOKS—— 


The ‘‘ Giftiest’’ of all Gift-Books 


many pleasant surprises 


decorated. Small quarto. In abox. $1.50 net. 


torical incidents for every day in the year. 


Frontispiece. 12mo. Decorated Cloth, $1.00 net. 


The Harbor of Love 
By RALPH HENRY BARBOUR 
Author of ‘The Golden Heart,” ‘Kitty of the Roses.” 
This handsome gift-book is unquestionably one of Mr. Bar- 
bour’s most delightful stories. Thescenes are laid in and about 
the water, and the * Harbor of Love” is reached only 


Illustrated in Color. Beautifully bound and 
Postpaid, $1.65. 


The Dixie Book of Days 
By MATTHEW PAGE ANDREWS. 


A dainty gift-book of Southern quotations, anecdotes, and his- 


Postpaid, $1.10. 








after 








Everybody knows ‘‘a Richards,” 


18 illustrations in duotone. 


64 illustrations. 





MASTERPIECES OF THE SEA 


William T. Richards 


: 1 with its magnificent surf and towering cliffs, but nobody 
knows much about the artist himself. This is remedied by this brief, sympathetic biography. 


Cloth, $1.00 net. 


A Brief Outline of His Life and Work. 


Wild Life and the Camera 


Author of *‘Camera Adventures in the African Wilds.” 
This remarkable book covers certain of the fauna of America and contains 64 full-page 
illustrations of game animals in native environments 
value and interest to sportsmen and lovers of natural history in this country. 


8vo. 


Modern Dancing 


The author discusses the development of all kinds of dancing—the ballet, skirt-dancing, 
serpentine dancing, and the latest classical and Russian dancing, etc. 


With 8 illustrations in color and 40 in black and white. 


By HARRISON S. MORRIS. 


Postpaid, $1.10. e f 


By A. RADCLYFFE 
DUGMORE, F.R.G.S. 


A book which will be of incalculable 
Cloth, $2.00 net. 


By J.E. CRAWFORD FLITCH, 


Large 8vo. ‘Cloth, gilt top, $3.75 net. 
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ee your Favorite Restaurant 
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